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their oddities and subtleties, so the Londoaer,
far from home and thinking of London, does
not think of Big Ben or St. Paul's or the Tower
Bridge. It is the trifles that stick, and almost
always he will think of a lamp-post or a street-
refuge; a bus-stop or an Underground station,
A friend of mine, who lives in the hard sunshine
of California, sees instantly, on hearing the word
London, Doulton's tower at Lambeth. For
myself, the word flashes to me, before I have
time to think, Victoria Street on a wet evening*
There may be, here and there, men in whom
London evokes only Piccadilly or Bond Street
or Pall MalL But these are men who have never
really known London; men to whom London
was merely a playground during vacations, and
who know only the outstanding bits known to
visitors. These bits are no more than the lowest
common denominators of London for the lazy
and unperceiving mind. This type of mind, at
the word Paris sees the Eiffel Tower or Notre
Dame or Montmartre; and at the word New
York sees sky-scrapers. But these features,
prominent as they are, say little about their
cities. The whole of Paris may be caught in a
letter-box, and the whole of NeW York in a
store-clerk's gesture.
So charged with life is London that its most
common attitude, its smallest finger-joint, seems
to be its complete expression; and it is here that